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very proud of it, I don't mind telling you. Here, take a
chair, and sit down for a moment. We'll look round
afterwards."
He pusked forward a wooden arm-chair, in which
Dr. Priestley seated himself. Then Faversham swung
himself into a sitting position on one of the benches.
" That's better!" he said. And then his voice dropped.
" We're safe between these four walls," he continued.
" I've just sent Mrs. Waller home, I didn't think we
wanted her hanging about the house. In fact, I don't
suppose there's a living being within a mile of us, so
there isn't the least danger of our being overheard. And
I want to ask you a question, Priestley. Who do you
believe killed Ernest Venner?"
A strange look, almost of sympathy, came into Dr.
Priestley's eyes. " You know the answer to that ques-
tion already, Faversham," he replied quietly. " Need
we go into the matter any farther?"
Faversham laughed bitterly. tf Need we go into the
matter!" he exclaimed. " Dash it all, man. What
are you made of? Do you think for a moment, that I
can be content to leave it at that?"
Dr. Priestley sighed. " We have known one another
a good many years, Faversham," he replied. " Cannot
you be content that we should each keep our own
secrets?"
As Dr. Priestley spoke, Faversham opened a drawee
in the bench beneath him, and inserted his hand. With
a sudden movement he withdrew it, and pointed a
vicious looking automatic in his visitor's direction.
" Sorry, Priestley," he haid half-apologetically. " Bui
surely "ycm must understand that I've got to make you
speak."
Dr. Priestley frowned as though at a flagrant breach
of good manners. " If you insist, I will speak without
this unnecessarily theatrical display," he replied. " Bui